idealized, as the gentle and learned Jew) and the ever
enchanting Colette, whose genius we revered while we
revelled in her rare personality. Most of our visits to Paris
were punctuated by the gift of another of her books. I
have diem all with those witty dedications for which she
seemed never to lack inspiration,... Yes; Paris was always
beloved and always new, always a signal for carefree enjoy-
ment. It became peculiarly 'ours' and until the summer of
1926, when she was actually beginning to write the book,
nobody was less aware than John that she was absorbing copy
for The Well of Loneliness.
We had in the early days and after some uncomfortable
experiments our own hotels, the little Osborne in die rue
St. Roch, and later the Pont Royal in the rue du Bac, and
we discovered and patronized the Vert Galant, that little
riverside restaurant near the Palais de Justice where one ate
and drank most admirably, upstairs or downstairs, and
could entertain one's friends, as we very often did, in
delightful little rooms with lunette windows looking out
on to the Seine.
We went to many churches; to St. Etienne du Mont
where Ste. Genevieve lies in her golden shrine and those
exquisite twisted stairways lead one closer to heaven; to
the Sacre Coeur, of course, which, like Stephen Gordon,
we both loved but which was, it must be admitted, difficult
of access, and more and more often to the unaesthetic
Madeleine to which we were both drawn by the always
beautiful music. In any case John had a passion for the
Madeleine which had nothing to do with artistic apprecia-
tion. She would sometimes murmur to me during Mass:
*You do love it, don't you?' and closing my eyes to shut
out the sculptural atrocities of the high altar I would murmur
back quite truthfully that I did. Sometimes we descended
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